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individual sharp-shooters did not get word of the
surrender at once and the city was not quiet for a
couple of days.
Through all this week Constance had been first in
St. Stephen's Green and later at the College of Surgeons
till the surrender. Later we heard stories at first hand
from those who had been with her on the Green. She
was jovial to her comrades, friendly to the prisoners,
quite unafraid all through. Many years afterwards
she described to me the last night at the College of
Surgeons. There were wounded to be nursed, as well
as military duties to be done. In all this she took part.
Through the night those assembled there prayed for
the dead and the living. A great peace was over them,
waiting for the end. Constance wanted to join in the
prayers, but at first they could not understand why
a non-Catholic should wish to take part in Catholic
prayers.
In her earlier life religious observances had not meant
much to her. I think she hated to belong to a church
that represented the richer rather than the poorer
people—all the peasants being Roman Catholics.
Later, in Dublin, it was the same thing. She told me
she had come to believe very little in religion. But
now face to face with death she was deeply impressed
by the reality of spiritual-things to these men and
women among whom she had lived. As she shared their
prayers there came to her a vision of the Unseen, which
wrought such a change in her that from that moment
to her, too, the things that are seen became temporal
and the things that are unseen, eternal.
As she told me the story after her sister's death, I
felt that some change had actually taken place in her
life, and that from that time she had developed slowly
and painfully until in the hospital ward in 1927 she
was as one already in an unseen world. I knew the

